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In those days the sheikh counted as the leading man
in Egypt, being Prime Minister to the Khedive himself
and of course I was keen to make use of Labib's sugges-
tion. We went into Cairo's business district and found
a big, characteristically Western newspaper building
with janitors inside and vendors on the pavement with-
out, waiting for the various editions. Upstairs, however,
the Everlasting East came out. I saw Levantine
printers' devils and compositors in flowing gowns carry-
ing proof-sheets, and when we finally came upon the
editor himself, I faced a middle-aged gentleman, with
a slight beard, thin and very tall, sitting on a cushioned
floor in front of a typewriter. Ali Jussuf was known
to be very orthodox. Even in business hours he kept
on gorgeous silk robes and a turban that partly covered
a tarbush.

With much courtesy he saluted the intending con-
tributor, offered him a divan, and ordered coffee which
a coloured servant immediately brought in. While we
were sipping the delicate Mocha I looked through the
window on to palms and Eastern roofs, yet between
our talk, I could hear the regular rumble of great presses,
pounding out papers in the basement, and workmen in
Oriental garments brought in proofs for the editor to
sign.

Puckering together his nervy forehead he asked Labib
in Arabic to translate my article from the English
manuscript. The schoolmaster did so and the sheikh
carefully listened. Then he said: ''If this story is true
I shall cable the Cape Prime Minister/' I was rather